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	Change the Fate's Design

**Hey everyone! This is my first fan fiction on this website, so I'm a little nervous :/ I promise I'll try to update regularly and take everyone's reviews into consideration. Anyway, enough of that-enjoy :)**

_**Rapunzel's POV**_

My pencil glides across the paper with ease, the stroke dark on the surface.

_His brown eyes are strangely captivating. Flynn says something witty._

My expression is one of indifference, but my heart is pounding wildly. The professor is saying something yet my ears fail to process his words.

_Flynn asks for my number. I gladly give it to him, someone I barely know._

I try to force my mind to forget the encounter, but I can't.

_I go to leave, but he stops me by grabbing my hand. What am I feeling?_

Suddenly, I'm filled with guilt and fear- I know that when mother calls today, she'll trick me into telling her my secret.

_He asks if I'll go to dinner with him next week. How do I answer?_

I hear students leaving, but I'm glued in place.

"Rapunzel," the professor's voice cuts through my thoughts.

I snap my head up. "Yes?"

"Class has been dismissed."

"Of course." I gather my things and walk out the door in a daze, my thoughts wandering again….

_***The afternoon before***_

_The smell of coffee and fresh baked goods greets me when I walk through Starbucks doors. Most of the tables are crowded with people typing on their laptops or having casual conversations. Pop music is playing softly from the speakers attached to the ceiling. _

_I walk up to the line, my eyes settling on the blueberry muffin sitting behind the newly scrubbed glass when someone's voice catches my attention. I focus my gaze to the owner of the voice, my breath hitching the second I lay eyes on him._

_He's wearing a flannel shirt with blue jeans and black converse. His smile is refreshing, showing off a set of white teeth. He's talking to the guy next to him whose hair has been dyed an electric blue. I can't take my eyes off his bright eyes and his toned physique. _

"_Excuse me, miss? Are you in line?" the cashier asks, tilting her head impatiently. Her charcoal colored hair has been tied hurriedly into a ponytail and judging by her furrowed eyebrows, she's had a bad day._

_I shake my head. "Of course. One blueberry muffin, please." _

_After I order, I find a secluded table and pull out my sketchbook to practice anatomy. I'm so absorbed in my doodling that I barely notice someone approach me. _

"_Is anyone sitting here?" They ask gently. I lift my head up, about to tell them to leave me be when I see who it is. It's him, and my heart rate has picked up to a million miles an hour._

"_Um, no. Go ahead," I smile nervously. _

_The man grins, extending his hand. "My name's Flynn. What's yours?"_

"_Rapunzel." I begin twirling a piece of my golden hair around my finger, a nervous habit I've never been able to break._

"_Nice name." He sits across from me and props his hand on his stubbly chin. "So what are you drawing there?" _

_I force myself to make eye contact. "Just some sketches for my college class." I place the sketchbook on the table and turn it towards him._

"_These are amazing. How long have you been an artist?" _

_I blush. "My mother says I was drawing before I knew how to walk." _

_He chuckles, his laugh surprisingly pleasant. I find myself joining in, letting myself relax…_


End file.
